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SAMUEL FOOTE, Egg. 


"SIR, 


HE very ungentleman Ake treatment Who 
have experienced from the avariciouſneſs 
and | perſonal envy of the managers of both hou- 
ſes, in mutilating your plays and changing them 
into farces, determined you, long fince, to ſup- 
preſs the publication of any future production. 
With an eye of pity you beheld the fordid views 
and ungenerous difpoſitions of Mr. C. and Mr. 
G. A ſpecices of dramatic writing they never 
could attain to, prompted them to injure you in 
in the niceſt and moſt ſenſible manner, that of 
profitting by the labour and invention of a Gen- 
tleman, whoſe abilities, as actor and performer, 
. could fupport the expences of a theatre at a time, 
when with all their ingenuity and pageantry, they 
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14 
are under an abſolute neceſſity of ſhutting up their 
houſes. 


2 


From theſe motives, the Public had to regret 
the loſs of thoſe pieces which do the greateſt 
honor to your literary merit. 


Ox objection, only, was raiſed to this pub- 
lication of the Ma1D or BAT, viz. That whilſt 
the Publiſher rail'd at the avariciouſneſs of others, 
he might be condemn'd for covetouſneſs and un- 
generous treatment himſelf. | 


Bur the caſe is materially different. As you 
never intended to benefit yourſelf by a publica- 
tion, no injury can be done you by its being 
publiſhed by another hand. In ſhort,. Sir, could 
the leaſt injury accrue, no one would be more 
ready to forego every advantage; but whilſt the 
contrary is manifeſtly the” caſe, you and the world 
will excuſe me for giving them the peruſal of a 
piece which they have long lamented as buried in 
oblivion ; eſpecially thoſe who never could have 
an nien of ſeeins the performance. 


. Lam, S.,. 
* % tin Your real Friend, 
ID And Win 


rue PUBLISHER, 


PROLOGUE, 
Written by D. GARRICK, Eq. 
And ſpoken by Mr. FOOTE. 


H o but has read, if he can tead at all, 
Of one, they Fack the Giant-killer cal; 
He was a bold, ſtout, able-bodied man, 

To clear the world of fee, faw, fum, lis plan. 
Whene'er a nonſter had within his power 

A young and tender virgin to devour, 

To cool his blood, Fact, like a ſkilful furgeon, 
Bled well the monfter and releas'd the En 

Like the beſt doQors, did a method learn 

Of cuting fevers, — never to return. 

Mayn't I this Giant. killing trade renew? 

I have my virgin, and my monſter too. oo 
Though I can't boaſt, like Fact, a liſt of lain, 
1 A a lancet, and can breathe a veinz 
To his Herculean arm my nerves are weak, 
He cleft his foes, I only make mine ſqueak ; 
As Indians wound their ſlaves to pleaſe the court, 
Pl tickle mine, great firs, to make you ſport. 
To prove myſelf an humble imitator, 
Giants are vices, and Fack ſtands for ſatire: | 
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By tropes and figures, as it * ſuits, 
Paſſions rife monſters, men fink down to brutes; 
All talk and write in allegorick diction, 
Court, city, town and country, run to fiction! 
Each daily paper allegory teaches— 
Placemen are locuſts, and contractor leeches; 8 
Nay Sen Change-Alley, where no bard repairs, * 
Deals much in fiction to paſs off their wares ; | 
Elſe whence that roaring there ?—From bulls 
and bears? 
The gaming fools are 'doves, the {Rs are rol 
Change- Alloy bankrupts waddle out; lame duc! 
But, Ladies, blame not your gaming ſpouſes, 
For you, as well as they, have pidgeon-houſes |. 
To change the figure—formerly Pye been 
To ſtraggling follies only whipper-in z 
By royal bounty rais'd, I mount the back 
Of my own hunter, and I lead the Pack; 
Tallyho — rank old fox we now e, WY 
So ſtrong the ſcent, you'll run him full in view 3 
If we can't kill ſuch brutes in human ſhape, 
Let's fright em, that your chickens may eſcape 3 
Rouſe em, when o'er their tender prey they're 
grumbling, 1 85 
And rub their gums, at aſtro mar their mumb- 
. N 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N, 


Mr. FLINT, * = Mr. Foote. 
Sir CHRISTOPHER CRIPPLE, Mr. Woodward, 


BitLy BuTTon, + Mr. Weſton. 


Major RackeET, +»  - Mr. Aickin. 
PETER PourTIcCE, Mr. Fearon. 
FiLLur, WEED Yu Mr. Davies. 
Joun, -+ - - - Mr. Vandermere, 
Mynheer Sour GrouT, - Mr, Cafe. 
Monſieur DR Jargstr, - Mir. Lioyd. 


WOMEN. 
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Waiters, &c. 


THE 


MAID or BATH. 


4: BT: 
SCENE, The Bear Inn, Baths 
[Several Bells Ring.] 
Enter FILLVUP. 


Full. © -H . John, Roger, Ralphy; ; what 
a dickens are become of all the 
bat can't you hear? Zure, zure, theſe whelps 


are enow to make a man maz'd. 


Enter ſeveral Waiters 


2 Coming fir. | | A. 

5 Fill. Coming! ay 20 be Chiiſtmas 1 think; 

Where bee'ſt thee a running boy ? What, i reckon, 

thee cannot zee for thy eyes; here, take the 

candle and _ the gentlefolk i Mt ts oor 
[Exit Waiters, 

B Enter 
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Enter J O HN. 
John. Carry a couple of candles into the 
Daphne. 


Fill. John, who is it be come ? 


Fohn. Major Racket, | in a chay and four, from 
the Devizes. 


Fill: What, the young youth that laſt zeaſon 
carry'd away wi un Mrs. Muzlinſes prentice ? 

Jobn. Miſs Patty Prim, from the Grove. 

Fill. Ay zure, thee doſt know her well enough, 

Fohn. The ſame, 

Fill. Zure, zure, then we ſhall have old 


| doings anon; he is a deadly wild ſpark among 
the wetiches thee doſt know. 
Fohn. But as good a cuſtomer as comes to the 


Bear. 

Fill. That's zure enough ; then why doſt not 
run and light en in. Stay, gi I. the candle: its 
beſt for the maiſter to do't himſelf, thee doſt 
—_— [Exit Fillup- 

INA E T, without. 

Rack. Give the poſt boys half a guinea between 
em. Y 

* Fohn. Ay, there is ſome life in this chap, theſe 
are your gueſts that give ſpirit to Bath: your 
parylitical people that come down to be parboil'd 


and pump'd do no good, that I know, to the 
town, unleſs indeed to the ph) ical tribe, How 


1 
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I hate to ſee an old fellow hobble into the houle, 

with his feet wrap'd in flannel, puſhing forth his 

offify'd fingers like a eroſs on the hands to point 
out the different roads on a common: huſn 


Enter RACKET and FILLUP, 


Fill. I hope you do zee your way; there be 
two ſteps you do know : well, zure, I be heartily 
glad to zee your honor at Bath, 

Rack. I thank you, my honeſt friend Fillup 3 
what have you many people in town? 

Fill. There begnt a power, pleaſe your honor, 
at preſent. Zome zick folk that do no ſort of 


zarvis, and a few lawyers that be com'd of a the | 


Eircuit. 

Rack. Birds of paſſage, hey Fillup ? 

John. True, Sir, for at the begining of term, 
when the woadencks come in, theſe others fly off. 

Rack. What, are you there honeſt Jack? 

John. And happy to ſee your honor in town. 

Rack. Well, maſter Fillup, and how go you 
on ; any clubs fix'd as yet? 

Fill, No zir, not to zay fix'd; there be parzon 
Pulruddock from Land's End, maſter Evan Tho. 
mas a Welch Attorney, twa Briſtol men, and a 
few port drinking people that dine every day in 


the Lyon; the claret club be'nt expected down 


till the end of next week, 5 
Rack, Any body in the houſe that 1 know ? 
52 Fil. 
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Hill. Ay zure, behind the bar there be Six 
| Chriſtopher Cripple, freſh out of a fit of the 
gout, toſſing off a ſneaker of punch along. wi 
maſter Peter Poultice the Potter-carrier on the 
parade. | 

Rack. The gazettes of the Bath, the very men 
that I want. Give my compliments to the gen- 
tlemen, and tell them I ſhould be glad of their 
company; but perhaps it may be troubleſome for 
Sir Chriſtopher— 

Fill. No, no. At preſent he is a little tender for 
ure, but I warrant un he'll make a ſhift to 
hobble into the room. [Exit Fillup. 
Rack. Well Jack, and how fares it with you? 


you have throve, I hope, ſince I ſaw you. | 
John. Throyę, no, no Sir, your honor knows 


that during the ſummer, taverns and turnſpits 
have but little to do at the Bath 

Rack. True, but what is 3 of your col. 
league, honeſt Ned, I hope he has not quitted 
his place 

John. The ſhare he had in your honors in; 
trigue with Miſs Prim, ſoon made this er too 
hot for poor Ned. 

Rack. Then why did not the fool follow me to 
London? The fellow has humour, ſpirit, and 
ſings a good ſong. I intended to havę recom- 
- mended him to one of the theatres 


Fobn 
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John. Why, Sir, Ned himſelf had a bias that 
way; but his uncle, Mr. Alderman Surcingle, a 
fadler, and a peice of a rern, would not give 
his confent. 

Rack. Why not? | | 

John. He was afraid that kind of life might 
corrupt or endanger . Neds morals, —ſo he ſet 
him up in a bagnio at the end of Long Acre. 
- Rack. Nay, if the fellow falk after ſuch a ſe- 
curity— - | 


Enter Sir CHRISTOPHER CRIPPLE, ed 
in by FILLUP and PETER POULTICE. 


[Sir Chriftopher, entering. ] 


Sir Ch. At what a rate the raſcal is running; 
zounds, 1 believe the fellow thinks I can foot it 
as faſt as Eclipſe * ; ſlower and be Where is 
- this rake helly e ſet me a chair. 

So, Sir, you muſt pofſeſs a good ſhare of aſſu- 
rance to return to this town after the tricks you 
have play'd. Fillup, fetch in the punch ; well 
you ungracious young dog, and what's become 
of the wench ? Poor Patty! and here too my re- 
putation i is ruin'd' as well as the girls. 

Rack. Your reputation, that's a good jeſt! 


Sir Ch. Ves, Sirrah, it is, and all owing to my 
acquaintance with you. I, forſqoth, am call'd your 
5 adviſer, 


A noted running horſe of the famous Count 0 Kelly's 
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adviſer ; as if your own contriying head, and pro · 
fligate heart, ſtood in need ct any aſſiſtance from 
me. 


Rack. Well, but my dear Sir Kitt, how can 
this idle ſtuff affect you ? 
Sir Ch, How! Eaſy enough. I'll be judg'd 
by Poultice ; Peter ſpeak truth, before this here 
blot. in my ſcutheon, have not you obſerv'd 
when I went to either a ball, or a breakfaſting, 
how eagerly all the girls gathered round me, 
gibing and joking, and gigling, gad take me, as 
facetious and free as if I was their father, 

Poul. Nothing but truth, 

Fill. That's truth, to my zertain knowledge, 
I have zeen the women folk titering till they 
were ready to ſplit, when your honor was a 
throwing your doubie taunders * about. : 
Sir Ch, Right, Fillup ; and tho* now and then | 
a prudiſh flut would prim up her mouth when ; 
gave her a fly ſtroke, yet the worſt word that ever 
I got was, ah, you are a horrid wild toad; by 
What you are, one may gueſs what you have 
been! 

Fill. Except it be Seignior Trilling, the vamous 
foreign fine ſinger, his honor was the greateſt 

favorite among the quality that ever I zeed, + 


| Sin 
* For double entendres, 


* 
+ As pretty and ſevere a ſarcaſm on the nobilities encouy 


raging of Italian eunuchs, and infipid Rn Fame 
from the pen of Mr, Foote. 
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Sir Ch. True, honeſt Fillup. before your 
curs'd affair, neither maid, widow, or wife, was 
aſhamed of converſing with me; but now, when 
I am wheel'd into the room, not a ſoul under 
ſeventy will venture within ten yards of my 


chair. I am ſhunn'd worſe than a leper in the 
days of king Lud; an abſolute hermit in the 
midſt of a croud: ſpeak, _ is not this a 
| melancholy truth. TN TY 

Fill. Very mollycolly zure. 

Sir Ch. But this is not all. ne ep 
curs of the City have taken it into their empty 
heads to neglect me; formerly Mr. Mayor could 
not devour a cuſtard, but I receiy'd a civil card 
to partake; but now the rude raſcals, in their 
buſhy bobs, bruſh by me without deigning to 
bow; in ſhort, I don't believe I have had a cor- 
poration- cruſt in my mouth tor theſe fix months 


you might as well expect to meet a miniſter of 


ſtate at the manfion-houſe, * as fee me at one of 
their feaſts. * 5 
Ell. His honor tells nothing but trath. __ 
Sir Ch. Oh, Tom, Tom, you have been a 
curs'd acquaintance to me; what a number af 
| fine turtle and fat MERE of main has your 
wickedneſs loſt me 


s ; 


Rack. 


= This alludes to the majority of patriots in Alderman 
Beckford's mayoralty, and perfectly expreſſiye of che preſent 
one. 5 | OE Ke | 


- 
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Z Nack. My dear Sir Kitt, for this 1 merit your 

thanks; how often has Doctor. Carawitchet told 

vou, that your rich food, and champaign would 

3 nothing but poor health and real pain. 

Sir Cb. What ſignifies the prattle of ſuch a 
punning puppy as he; what, I ſuppoſe, you would 

it | ftarve me you ſcoundrel! when I am got out of 
'S one fit how the devil. am I to gather ſtrength to 

| encounter the next. Do you think it is to be 


— done by ſipping, and lopping? But no matter,. 
* lock you, Major Racket, all between us is now. 
un | at end; and, Sir, I ſhould confider it as a par- 
1 ticular favor if you would take no farther notice 
wt | of me; I ſincerely deſire to drop your acquain- 
tance 2 and as to myſelf, I am fix d, ney 
— | fixed, to reform. 
5 Rack. Reform, ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Ch. Reform! And why not? Well, you ſ ſhall 
' BY fee, the whole city ſhall ſee; as ſoon as ever I get 
6 to my lodgings I will ſend for Luke Latitat and 
if cCodicil a handſome n to the hoſpital. 

Rack. Stuff. 

Sir Ch. Then I am reſolved to be carried every 
day to the twelve a clock prayers at the abbey, 
and regularly twice of a e: ; damn me ik 4 
will not. | 
* 


. ... A = ns Rn we Ls, mt nega — — 
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A juſt character of a debilitated ſuperannuated lau- 
dinarian. | 
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_* Sir Cb. Ha! hal ha! You may laugh; but, if 
all this don't recover my credit, I am determin'd, 
beſides, to hire a houſe in Harlequin Row, and 
be a conſtant hearer at the Counteſs's Chapel. 

Rack. And fo, perhaps, turn out a "how 
rater | in time. | 

Sir Cb. I don't xnow but I may. /'* . 

_ Rack, Well then, my dear Sir Chriſtopher, 
adieu 3, but, if we muſt part, let us part as friends 
ſhould do, not with dry lips and in anger. Fillup, 
take care of the Knight. [Fillup- llt the .glafſes] 
Well, faith, my old crony, I can't ſay but I am 
heartily ſorry to loſe you; many a rave batch 
have we broach'd in our time. 

Sir Cb. True, Tom, true. 

Rack. Don't you remember the bout we had 
at the Tuns in the days of plump Jack? I ſhall 
never forget; after you had fell'd poor Falſtaff by 
a" pint bumper of Burgundy, how you beſtrode 
the proſtrate hero, and in his own manner cry'd, 
& Crown me. ye py that * in 3 
d wine! * 


Sir Ch. Vauiey, mere -yanity, Toms nothing 
but vanity | 


Br" 


0 i 3 Rack. 


| * Meaning the Counteſs Dowager of 8 

who has a chapel at Bath. Mr. Whitefield was her chap- 
lain. And. Harlequin Row hints at Mr. ee 
Ws been the beſt harlequin in this kingdom. 


—— 
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. Rack, And then another day at 5 


but repleniſh; Fillup, the Bowl is not . 
Sir Ch. Enough, enough. 
* Rack. What! don't flinch man, it is but 8 


finiſh they Come, Sir Nr er - one . 


tender ſquee ae 

Sir Ch. Take care of my hand ; none 75 your 

Rack. Gentle as the lick of p cg there 
(ſhaking hand) ik «Mock be Pie?" n 
Pybli. Juſt turn'd a fix. 
Rust. So ſoon! hang it, Sir Kitt; It is 
early to part; come, what ſay you to one . 
more? But one, by way of ſacrifice to the facred 
feelings of friendſhip. Honeſt Fillup knows your 
taſte, he N toſs you up a—— _ 

Sir Ch. Not a morſel, Tom, if you would 4 05 
me the univerſe. 
Nucl. Pooh, man, only a Sandwich or 0. 
Wy what has't got in the houſe ? 92 

Eil. A famous Jahn Dory, two pair of was 
nd there be a joint of Clarkendown mutton. ' 
Rack, A fine bill of fare—Come, knight, what 
do you chooſe ? 

Sir Ch. Me? Why you ſeem to have "TP 
what I told you juſt now. 
' Rack Tour deſign. to reform ? Not at all, and 
I think you quite right, perfectly ſo, as I hope to 
be fav'd ; but what nceds all this hurry ? To. 

morrow 
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morrow- is a new day, it will then be —y 
enough, We 1 us in juſt what you will. 


(Fllup gig) 
855 Ch, Ab; you are a \ ecaxing, cajoling, young 
Jag: Well, if it muſt be ſo, Fillup, it muſt; 


Fillup, get me an anchovy toaſt z and, do you 
hear? A red herring or two, for my * 
fo damnably weak. 

Fill; I ſhall to be zure. [Evi Flup. 
Rack. So that is ſettled; now -Boulticr come 
forward, Well, my blades, and what n news N 

you ſtiring among you? 
Paoul. Except a little run of fore PEO n 
the beginning of autumn, and a few feeble fellows 
who dropp'd off with — leaves | in . 
N is in wienbüene , 

Nack. Pox of the dead ind the TION what 
amuſements have you got for the living ? As t6 
the muſical world; what hopes have we there? 
Any of the opera people amongſt you? Apropos, 
What is become of my little flame La Petite 
Roſſignole, the lovely little Linnet, is ſhe ſtill 

Sir Ch. Loſt, totally loſt. 

| Rack. Lolt ! What, left you? 1 am 88. for 
that. 

Sir Ch, Worſe, aw 4 

| Rack. I hope ſhe an't dead! 

Sir Ch, Ten thouſand times worſe than all that ! 

Rack. Toy the deuce can that be:? 


Ye Sl 
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Sir Ch. Juſt Seins ro he buryed dee ans 
married! 

Rack, Poch, is that all; that aleyeiiany' was ins 
deed formerly. took*d upon as a kind of metapho- 
rical grave ; but the ſyſtem is changed, and mar. 


tiage is now conſidered as a reſurection - to a 


new and better kind of life. 
Sir Ch. Indeed ! | 
Rack. Pſliaw | who talks now v of the 1 
of domeſtic duties, of nuptial chains and of bonds! 
Mere obſolete: words! they did well enough in 
the dull days of queen Beſs. But a modern laſs 
puts on fetters to enjoy the more freedom, and 


OG e eee ee 


liberty to beſtow her favors on alll f | 
Sir Ch. What vaſt improvements are daily made 
in our morals ! What an unfortunate dog am I! 
I came into the world at leaſt half a century toq 
ſoon ;' what would I give to be born twenty years 
hence! Dam'me there will be fine doings then, 
* Tom! f but _ afraid our poor 1 girl 


If won't 


*The word, reſurection, was 8 to 57 we Lord 
Chamberlain, when the play was preſented for his Lordſhip's 
approbation; and Mr. Foote chang'd it into entrance. An 


alteration that does equal honor to we Chamberlain and the 


Author. 


+ The jultnels and ſeverity of this faire eannot be Luſh 
eicntly applauded, 


Ul 
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won't haye it in her power to mot by theſe pro- 


digious improvements. 


Rack. Why not? 
Sir Ch. Oh, when pn you bear 15 name of 
her partner! | o SHLULONIST v9 - © 2 S1vt- 
Rack. Who, is it „ ee 152 ; 40q 


Sir Ch, An acquaintance of yours; Only that 
fat, fuſty, ſhabby, ſhuffling, money loving, water 
drinking, mirth-marring, AMPTOU8, wid, nn 
Maſter Solomon Flint. 7 

Rack. What, he that enjoys, 1 wean ne 
half the farms in the ien wane 

Sir Ch. He, even he! | 
Rack. Why, he is ſixty at leaft ;—what a thy 
old goat | But then how does this deſign ſuit with 
his ayarice ? The girl has no fortune.— 

Sir Ch. No more n nt her talents will 
procure her. 

Rack, Why, the potroon foes: not mean to 
profit by them? , 

Sir Ch. Perhaps, if his folks ſhould _ 
to increaſe ; but, I believe, his main: motive is 
the hopes of an heir. 

Rack. For which he muſt be indehaod to. * 


of his neighbours.— In that point of light, indeed, 


the matter is not ſo much amiſs; it is impoſlible 
ſhe can be fond of the fellow ; and it is very hard, 


with the oppartunities that this place will afford, 


if in leſs than a month I dont. 


Sir 
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Sir Ch. This place! why you don't think he'lt 

truſt her here for an hour? 

Rack. How ? 37 * 

Sir Ch. Not a moment; the ae is all 
ſettled ; ; the rumbling old family Coach carries 
her immediately from the church door to his 
moated, haunted, old houſe in the n. 

Rack. Indeed! 

Sir Ch. wp ere, beſides the Argus himſelf, ſhe 
will be watch'd by no leſs than two brace of his 
ſiſters, four as fuſty, malicious old maids, as ever 
were ſour'd by ſolitude, and the __— of the 
world. 

Nack. A guard not to be corrupted or coret'd ; 
| why, Sir Chriſtopher, in a Chriſtian country this 
muſt not be ſuffered — What, a miſerable, bat- 
terd old fellow like him to man ſuch a 
tempting treaſure as her! 

Sir Ch. A moſt diabolical plan! 

Rack. Beſides, the ſecluding and immuring a 
a girl poflefs'd of her elegant talents is little pep 
than robbing the world, 

Sir Ch. Infamous! worſe than A rape | big 
where are the means to'ptevent it? 

Rack. Much might be done, if you would K 

us your aſſiſtance. 

Sir Ch. Me! of what uſe can I— and ſo you 
raſcal you want to aner me again as your pimp. 


Rack t 
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Rack. My dear Sir Kitt, you take the thing 
Wrong! I only wiſh you to ſtand forth, my dear 
knight, like myſclf, the proteQor of innocence and 
a true friend to the public. 

Sir Ch. The public! a fine Ralking horfe that ; - 
but I fear, like other pretenders, Tom, when your 
own private. purpoſe is ſerv'd, the poor public 
will be left in the lurch ;—but, however, the 
girl « does deſerve to be fav'd; and if I could do 
any thing not inconſiſtent with my pn of * 
forming 

Rack. That was ſpoke like yourſelf upon What 
terms are you and Flint at preſent? 

Sit Ch, Oil and vinegar are not ſo oppoſite, 

Rack, Poultice, you ſmoke a pipe with him 
ſometimes. Pray who are your party ? 


Poul. Mynheer Sour Grout, the cue player a at 
billiards ; Monſieur De Jerſy, the port manufac- 
turer; Billy Button, the taylor, and Maſter Flint 
and I, moſt evenings take a wiff at the Chequer. 

Rack. Are you all in his confidence on this 
great occaſion ? | 

Paul, We have had a l upon molt 
of the meaſures; but Billy Button is firſt in his 
favor, he likes his preſcriptions the beſt. | 

Rack, From this quarter then we muſt begin. 
the attack; could not we contrive to convene 
this illuſtrious, aſſembly to night? 

Poul. I ſhould think caſily enough. 


Rack. 
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Rack. But before you meet at the Chequer? 
Poul. Without doubt. 


Rack. My dear Poultice will you cnderake the 
commiſſion ? 

Poul. I'll feel their pulſes to oblige Sir cri. 
| Roher. 

Sir Ch. But, Peter, doſt really think this raſh 
fool is determined? | 
Poul. I believe, Sir Chriſtopher, he is firmly 
perſuaded that nothing will allay this uncommon + 
heat in his blood, but ſwallowing the pill matri- 
monial. 

T Enit Poultice. 

Rack. We muſt contrive, at leaſt, to take off 
the gilding, and ſee what effect that will have on 
his courage. 

Sir Cb. Well, Major, unfold what can you 
mean by this meeting ? 

Rack. Is it poſſible you can be at a Joſs ; : you 
who have ſo long ſtudy'd mankind? _ 

Sir Ch. Explain. 

Rack. Can't you conceive what infinite ſtruggles 
muſt have been felt by this fellow, before he 
could muſter up courage enough to engage in this 
dreadful perilous ſtate ;——-how often have you 
heard the proverbial puppy affirm, that marriage 
was fiſhing for a fingle eel amongſt a barrel of 
makes, what infinite odds that you laid hold of 

8 = the 
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the cel, and then a million to one but he ſupp 4 
through your fingers. | 

Sir Ch. True, Tom, true. 

© Rack. Can't you then gueſs what will be his 
feelings and fears when it comes, to the puſh ; dont 
you think the public opinion, his various doubts 
of himſelf and of her, the pride of his family, and 
the loud claims of avarice, his ruling paſſion till 
now, won't prove near an equepoize to his love? 2 

Sir Ch. Without doubt. W 

Racl. At this critical period won't tlie concurs 
ing advice of all his aſſociates, think you, FO | 
the ballance at once? 

Sir Ch. Vety probable, Tom, I confeſs. 

Rack. As to our engines there is no fear of 
them ; Billy Button you have under your thumb: 
Fl purchaſe a pipe of Port from De Jerſy; and 
we are ſurc of old Sour Grout for a hamper of 
Hock. 

Sir Ch. Right, right; but after all what is to 
become of the girl? Come Tom, I will have No 
foul Play ſhewn to her, 


Rack. Her real happineſs is part of 2 procl. 


Euter - FILE UP. a 
© Fill. Here b Mynheer Sour Grout and Moun: 
ſeer De jarſy come. 
Sir Cb. We will attend them. [Exit Fillup.] 
Only think, Tom, what a villain you will be to 
| 'D make 
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make me the ſecret inſtrument of any more miſ- 
chief. 

Rack. Never fear. 

Sir Cb. Particularly too, now i am fix'd to 
reform. 2 15 
Rack. It would be criminal in the higheſt de- 


gree. 
Sir Ch. Ah, rot your W face! I am 


batf afraid, Tom, to truſt you; I'll be hang'd if 


you han't ſome wicked deſign yourſelf on the 
girl; but, however, I waſh my hands of the guilt. 

Rack. My dear Knight don't be ſo ſqueamiſh ; 
but the gentlemen within, —ſtay, who have we 
here—ah—my old friend Maſter Button, | 


Enter BUTTON. 


Butt. Your worſhip i is welcome to fown—but 
where is Sir,—oh: I underſtood as how your 
honor had ſent for me all in a hurry. I ſhould 
have brought the patterns before, if I had them. 
The worſt of my enemies can't ſay but Billy But- 
ton is punctual Here they be, I received them 
to-night by Wikies waggon, chat flies in eight 
days. 

Sir Ch. To-morrow, Billy, will do, take a ſcat. 


I wanted to talk with you upon another affair— 


What, I ſuppoſe, you are very buſy at Freie ? 
Butt. Vaſt buſy your honor. 
Sir Ch. This marriage, 1 reckon, takes up maſk 
of Jour time, 
Butt. 
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Butt. Your honor ! | 
Rack. Miſs Linnet, and your old maſter Flint, 
you know. 


Butt. Oh, ay; but the ſquire don't intend to 
cut a daſh till the ſpring, 

Sir Ch. No, nothing happen d! [ hgh affairs 
are all fix'd. 

Butt. As a rock ; I am fure now it can't fail, 
becauſe why, I bare peremptory orders to ſcour 
and new line the coachmans and footman's old 
frocks; and am, beſides, to turn the lace and 
freſh button the ſuit his honor had made up 
twenty years ago, come next Lent, when Up was 
ſhrieve for the county. 

Rack. Nay, then it is determined. 

Butt. Or he would never have gone to ſuch an 
expence | 

Sir Ch. Well, Billy, and what is your private 
opinion, after all, of this match ? 


Butt. It is not becoming, your honor knows, 


for a tradeſman, like me, to give his | 

Rack. Why not ? Don't you think, now Billy, 
it is a bold undertaking for a man, at his time of 
«Ss : 

Butt. Why, to be ſure, his honor is a little 
ſtricken in years, as a body may fay ; and take all 
the care that one can, time, time, will wear the 
nap from even ſuperfine cloth ; Stitches tear, and 
elbows will out as they ſay. 


D 3 Sir 
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Sir Ch. True. And beſides, Bill, the bride's a 
meer baby. 


Butt. Little better, your honor; but ſhe is a 


tight bit of ſtuff, and, I am confident, will turn 


out well in the wearing, 
; thoughts, myſelf, of taking meaſure of Miſs. 


I once had ſome 


Rack. Indeed ! 
Butt. Yes, and, to my thinking had made a 


pretty good progreſs ; becauſe why, at church, of 
a Sunday, ſhe ſuffer'd me to look out for her the 


leflons and the text: 
time and oft, we have ſung pſalms together out 
of the very ſame book. 


and moreover, many 2 


Rack. That was going a good way. 
Butt. Nay, beſides, 'and more than all this, 


ſhe has, at this precious minute of time, a pin- 
cuſhion by her ſide of my own preſentation. 


Rack. Ay, and how came the treaty broke off ? 

Butt. Why, who ſhould ſtep in, in the nick, 
but the very Squire himſelf. 

Sir Ch. 1 am afraid, Bill, * beauty i is a little 
bit of a jilt? 

Butt. No, your worſhip, | it is all along with * 
mother, cauſe her great aunt, by her father 8 


ſide was a clergyman's daughter, ſhe's as prag- 


matic and proud as the Pope; ſo, forſooth, no- 
g will pleaſe her, for Miſs, but a bit of qualit7 


thin 


bind 


ing. 


Rack. 1 Yew the refuſal could not come from 
for without a complunent, Billy, there 
15 


0 


the girl; 
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is no compariſon between you and the why you 
, are a pretty, ſlight, tight, light, nimble and— | 
Butt. Yes, very nimble and flight, We we are 
both of a height. Ha! ha! ha! 
Sir Ch. Why, love has made Billy a poet. 
Butt. No, no, quite an accident as I hope to 
be kiſs'd, 


Rack. And your rival is a a fulty, foggy, um- 
bering old log. 


Butt. For all the world like my _ plagy 
hot and damn'd heavy. 

Sir Ch. Why, Billy blazes to-day. | 

Butt. And tho' my purſe, may-hap, ben't 0 
heavy as his'n, yet I contrives to pay my bony 


their OWN. 


Rack. I dare fay. 


Butt. Ay, and have, belides, two houſes in 
Avon ſtreet ; and, perhaps, a bit or two an land 
in a corner. 

Sir Ch. Oh, the 3 roghels 4 

Butt. And, moreover, if Madam Linnet talks 
of families, I would have her to know, that I have 
as powerful relations as well as herſelf, Why, 
there's Tommy Button, my uncle's own fon, that 
has an employment under the government. 

Sir Ch. Ay, Billy, what is it ? 

Butt. At this very precious minute. of 
time, he's an exciſeman at Wapping.— And, 
beſides, there is my couſin, Paul Puff, that kept 
the great paltry cooks ſhop in the Strand, now 

lives 


M \ 
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lives at Brentford, and is made a juſtice of 
peace. 

Rath. As this is the cafe, I dont think it will be 
difficult yet to bring matters to bear. 

Sir Ch. If Bill will but follow directions. 

Butt. I hope — honor never found me defi- 
cient ? 

Sir Ch. We will inſtru you farther within. 
Major Racket your hand. 

Butt. Let me help your —Folks may go farther 
and fare worſe, as they ſay ; why, I have ſome 
thoughts, if I can call in my debts, to retire into 


the country and ſet up for a gentleman. 


Rack. Why not? one meets a great number of 


them who were never bred to the buſineſs. 


Butt. I an't much of a mechanic at preſent, I 
does but juſt meaſure and cut. 

Rack. No. 

Butt. I don't think that I have ſat croſs-leg*d 
for theſe fix years, 

Rack. Indeed! 

Butt. No. And who can tell, your honor, in 
2 few years, if I behaves well, but like couſin Puff, 
I may get myſelf put into commmiſſion ? | 

Sir Ch. The worſhipful William Button, Eſq- 
It ſounds well; and I can tell you, Billy, there 


have been magiſtrates made of as bad materials 


as yourſelf. [Exeunt. 


END of the FIRST ACT, 
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. II. 
8 C EN E I. Mrs. Linnei's Houle. 


Enter Mrs. LINNET and Miſs LINNET. 


Mrs. 3 E 8, Kitty, it is in vain to deny it. 


I am convinced there is ſome little, 
low, paltry paſſion, lurking in that breaſt of 
yours, 

Miſs L. Indeed, my dear mother, you wrong 
me. 

Mi. L. Indeed, my dear Miſs, but 1 don? 11 
What elſe could induce you to reject tlie addreſſes 
of a lover like this? Ten thouſand pounds a year! 
Gads my liſe, there is not a lady in town would 
refuſe him, let her rank be ever ſo - 

Miſs L. Not his fortune, that I firmly, believe. 

Mrs. L. Well! and who, riow-a-days, marries 
for any thing elſe? Would you refuſe an eſtate 
becauſe it happens to be a little encumber'd ? You | 
mult conſider the man, in this caſes as a kind = 
a mortgage. 
M/ L. But the diſproportion of years. 


Mrs. L. In your favor, child, —the mortgage 
will be the ſooner remov'd. 


Mic 


| father and you for their kind cultivation- 
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Miſs L. Then, my dear Mother, our minds; 

how-very-widely they differ! my nature is liberal 

and frank, tho? I am but a little remoy'd from 


mediocrity ; but his heart, in the very boſom of 
wealth, is ſhut to every ſocial ſenſation. 


Mrs, L. And yet, Miſs, this heart you have 


| had the happineſs to unlock. I hope you don't 


urge big offers to you as a proof of his paſſion for 
money Why, you forget yourſelf, Kate; who 
in the name of wonder do yo think that you 3 ad 
What, becauſe you A a n ng 4, on. 
M/ T Nay, =" you know I was never 
vain of my talents ; if they can procure me a de- 
cent ſupport, and, in ſome meaſure, repay my 


Mrs. L. And, how long are you ſure your 
talents, as you call them, will ſerve you ?—Are a 
fet of features ſecure againſt time; and won't a 
ſingle fore throat deſtroy the boaſted power of 
your pipe ! But, ſuppoſe that ſhould not fail, who - 
can inſure you againſt the whim of the public ; ; 
will they always continue their favor * 

. Miſs L. Perhaps not. : 

"Mrs. L. What muſt become of you then? Now 
by this means you are ſafe, above the reach of 
ill fortune; beſides, child, to put your own in- 
tereſt out of the queſtion, have you no tender 
feclings for us? Conſider, my love, you don't 
want t for good nature ; and your conſent to this 
motch, 
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W 2 mill... in the worſt of times, ſecure a firm 
and able friend to the family, 

Miſs L. You deceive yourſelf, indeed, my IE 
mother: He a friend! I dare believe, the firſt 
proof you will find of his friendſhip, will bez his 
poſitive commands to break- off all correſpondence 
with every relation I have. 

Mrs; L. That's a likely ſtory indeed wel, 
child, I muſt ſet your father to work, I find what 
little weight my arguments have. 


Lady CATHERINE COLDSTREAM, without: 
Lady C. Is Mrs. Lynnet within? 


Mrs L. Oh, here comes a protectreſs of yours, 
Lady Catherine Coldſtream ; ſubmit the matter to 


her Ladyſhip, ſhe can have no views, is well read 


in the ways of the world, and has your intereſt 
lincerely at heart, 


Enter Lady CATHERINE. 15 
Lady C. How is aw wi you Meſtreſs Lynnet, 


and Meſs, what a dickens | is the maiter wi Meſs? 


ſhe ſeems got quite in the dumps ; I thought you 


were aw'ready to jump out of your ſkens at the 
bonny proſpect afore you. 


. This Scotch Serbs was, wrote EO for Mrs. 
Fearon, a Scotch woman, who was brought hy Mr. Foote 


from Scotland; and ſhe 9 85 - it exceeding well, * 
bleſſed with a pure native accent. a. 


% 
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Mrs. L. Indeed 1 wiſh your Ladyſhip would” 
take Kitty to taſk, for what I can ſay ms 

nothing. 0 

Lady C. Ah, that's aw wrong; what has been” 
the maiter, Meſs Ketty ? Tou ken well enouk, 
that children owe an implicit conceſſion to their 
parents; it is nac for bairns to 9 25 the wull of 

their friends. . 

Mrs. L. Eſpecially, my Lady, i in a caſe where , 
their own happineſs is fo nearly concerned z there 
is no perſuading her to accept of Mr. Flint's 
offers, 

Lady C. Gads marcy, Miſs, how comes aw 
this about! donna you think you ha drawn a 
braw ticket in the lottery of fife ? donna you ken 
that the mon is laird of aw the lond in the country. 

Miſs L. Your Ladyſhip knows, that real hap- 
pineſs does not depend upon wealth. 

Lady C. Ah, Miſs, but it is a bonny ingre- 
dient; donna you think, Meſtreſs Lynnet, the 
laſs has got fome other lad in her heed. * 

Are. A Yolir Ladyſhip j6ins 1 in judgment with 
me. I have charg'd her, but ſhe ſtoutly denies 
It. 


Lach C. Meſs, you munna be baſhful ; an 
you'd ſolicit a cure, your phyſician mun ken the 
cauſe of your malady. 

Miſs L. Your Ladyſhip may believe me, I have 
no complaint of that kind, 


Lady 
» The Scotch pronounciation for Head, 
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- Lady C. The laſs js obſtinate ; Meſtreſs LIT 
canna yourſel gi a gueſs ? 

Mrs.-L. I can't ſay that I have obfſery'd. In- 
deed, ſome time ago, I was inclined to believe 
Uu. Button 

Lady C. What yon taylor f in Stall Street ! eich 
Mrs. Iynnet, you are aw out in your gueſs. The 
laſs is o'er weel hred, and o'er ſoncy, to gi her 
heart to ſic a bourgois as he, Wully Button; na, 
na, he is na the lad of aw. 

Mrs. L. Major Racket, I once gd; ; but 
your Ladyſhip knows his affairs took a different 


turn. 


Lady C, Ay, Racket! that is another Mons 
matter; laſſes are apt enouk to ſet their hearts 
upon ſcarlet ; a cockade, you ken, hath muckle 
charms wi our ſex; yes, yes, yes. Weel Meſs, 
blaws the wund fra that corner ? 


M L. Does your Ladyſhip think, to diſlike 


Mr. Flint, it is abſolutely neceſſary to have a prey 


poſſeſſion for any body elſe ? 


Lady C. Mrs. Lynnet, an yau wull. withdraw 
for a while, perhaps Meſs may throw off her reſerve 
when there's nobady bye but purſels ; a mother, 
you ken, may be ane o're many fometimes. 

Mrs. L. Your Ladyſhip is moſt exceedingly 
kind; doy' hear, Kitty? Mind what her Ladyſhip 
ſays, do, my dear, and be rul'd by your freinds, 
they are older and wiſer than you. [Exit Mrs. L. 


. 
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Lady C. Weel, Meſs! what's the cauſe of a aw 
this? What makes you ſo averſe to the wull of 
your friends? 

Miſs L. Your ladyſhip knows Mr. en 

Lady C. Ay, unco weel. 

Miſs L. Can your ladyſhip then be at a loſs for 
a cauſe?” 

Lady C. I canna ſay maiſter Flent is quite an 
Adonis ; but wha is it that in matrimony gets aw 
that they wuſh ? When I intermarried wi Sir 
Launcelot Cauldſtream I was cen fk a ſtraicht 
ſpright laſs as yourſel; and the baronet border- 
ing on his grand climacterick. You mun ken 
Meſs, my father was ſac unſonſy as to gang out 
with Charley i in forty-five, after which his fidelity 
was rewarded by France, with a commiſſion that 


did na bring him in a bawbee, and a penſion that 
he never.was paid, * 


* Miſs I. Infamous ingratitude ! 
Lad C. Ay, Meſs, but I donna think they will 
find any mair ſic fules in the north, 

Miſs L. I hope not! 

Lady C. After this you canna think, Meſs, there 
was mickle filler for us poor bairns who were left 

at hame, ſo that in troth I was een glad to get 

_ an. eſtabliſhment and ne'er heeded the diſparity 
between the gude mon and myſcl. 


; V 


* A juſt ridicule on the eaſy faith of the rebels, and the 


villany and ingratitude of the French Who promoted that re- 
bellions 
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Miſs L. Your ladyſhip gave great proofs of 
your prudence, but my affairs are not altogether 
ſo deſperate. , 

Lady C. Gods mercy, Meſs, I haps you donna 
make ony. compariſon between Lady Catharine 
Cauldſtream, wha.has the beſt blood in aw Scot- 
land running in her veins | 

Miſs L. 1 hope. your ladyſhip does not fup” 
pole—— 

Lady C. A Lady lineally deſcended from the 
great Oſſian himfel, and allied to aw the illuſ- 
trious houſes abraid and at hame ! | 

Miſs L. I beg your ladyſhip—— 

Lady C. And Ketty Linnet ! a little wee play- 
acor wha gets Py or hels'd juſt een as the 
mobility wulls! 

Miſs L. I am extremely concerned . | 

| Lady C. Lookee, Meſs,” 1 wull cut the 
very ſhort, you ken well enouk the firſt nottice 
that ere I took of you, was on your acting in 
Allen Ramſay's play of Paty and Roger ; ere fine 
J ha been your faſt friend; but an you continue 

obſtinate 


To underſtand this rightly, the reader muſt know, that 
players are held, even now, in abhorrence by the generality 
of the Scotch. Thoſe whoſe prejudices are obliterated. by. 
their connections with us, think and ſpeak more like ratio- 
nals, and pay a comedian, of a good moral character, as 
much reſpect as any other member of ſociety. 
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obſtinate, and wull nae ſac come, I ſhall ſlraight 
withdraw my protection. 
Miſs L. I ſhall be extremely unhappy | in loſing 
your ladyſhip? 8 favor. 
| Lady C. Meſs, that peas on yourſel. 
Miſs L. Well, Madam! as a proof how highly 


I rate it, and how deſirous I am of obeying the 


commands of my parents, it ſhan't be my fault if 
their wiſhes are not accqmpliſh'd. 


Lady C. That's aw right my Kitty! gy me a 
| kefs! you are the prudent laſs I thought you, 
Love, Meſs, is a paſtime for boys and green 
girls, aw ſtuff, fit for naithing but novels and 
romances, there is nothing ſolid, nae — 
M/s L. Madam! 
Lady C. But to fix your fortune at yonce, to. 


get aboon the power of- the world, that child is a 
ſerious concern. 


Mrs. L INNET, without, 


Met. L. With your ladyſhip” s leave ? WP 
Lady C. Mrs. Linnet, you may come in. Your 


daughter is brought to a proper ſenſe of her duty, | 
and is ready to coincide with your wiſh. 


Mrs. L. We are infinitely bound to your lady- 


ſhip—this ; is lucky indeed! Mr. Flint is now be- 
and begs to be admitted. 


: Lady C 


* Sas come A Scotticiſm for compliance. 
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Lady C. Alr; the mon comes juſt in the nick, 
ſhew bim up in the inſtant. [Exit Mrs. Linnet.] 
Now Ketty, now's your time, donna be ſhy laſs, 
but throw out aw your attractions, and fix him 
that he canna gang back. _ 

% L. Madam; I hope to behave . 

Lady C. Gads mercy how the girl trembles 
and quakes; come pluck up a heart, 8 conſider 
your aw is at ſtake. 

NM L. 1 am afraid I ſhall be hardly able to 
_ faya ſingle 

Lady G. e then you ſing—gi him a lang 
— there is nacthing moves a love-ſick loon mair 
than a fang—Hark! I hear the lad on the ſtairs; = 
but let the words be aw melting and faft—the 
Scots tunes, you ken, are unco pathetic. Sing 
him the Berks * of Ender-May, or the Braes + of 
Ballendené, or the—{ Enter Mr. Flint, and Mrs. 
Linnet.] Maiſter Flent, your Servant there, 
Sir, you ken the laſs of your heart ;—T have laid 
for you a pretty ſolid foundation, but as to the 
edefice you mun cen erect it yourſel. | 

[Exit Lady — - 
N. Pleafe your 1 Il do my endea- 
vours. Madam Linnet, I have made bold to 
bring you! a preſent, —a ſmall paper of tea in my 
pocket; you will order the kettle on. 


Mr 
* In Engliſh it means Broom, 


+ Bracs are Creca B.n's. 
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Mrs. L. Oh Sir! you need not have 
H. I was not willing to put you to any ex- 
Pence. [Exit Mrs. L.] Hum! well, Miſs, I un- 
derſtand here by my Lady, that ſhe, that is, 
that you, that I, with reſpect and regard to the 
bum; wont you pleaſe to be ſeated ? 

% L. Sir|—My lover ſcems as confuſed as 
myſelf. | . (Afide: 

Fl. 1 ſay, Miſs, that, as I was a ſaying, (here 
they are ſeated) your friends here, have, ee 
to you, all, how and about it? 

Miſs L. About it! about what? 

H. Why about this here buſineſs, here that 1 
came here about; pray Miſe are you fond of 
the country ? rs 

Miſs L. Of the country ! 

H. Ay, Miſs, becauſe why, I think it is the 
moſt prettieſt place for your true lovers to live in; 
ſomething ſo rural! for my particular I can't ſee 
what pleaſure pretty Miſſes can take in galloping 
to plays and to balls, and ſuch like expenſive va- 
garies, I hates to be ſtived up in a room; there 
is ten times more paſtime in fetching walks in the 
fields, in plucking of daifies—— _ | 

Miſs L. Hay-making, feeding the ptr, 5 
milking the cows. 

H. Right Miſs! 

Miſs L. It muſt be owned they are ret em- 
ployments for ladies. 
Al 


ky 


Txt MAID OF. BATH 33 


Fl. Yes; for as my mother uſed to ſay, who 
between ourſelves was a notable houſcwife, | 
Your folks that are idle, 
May live to bite on the bridle ! By 
Mif L. What a happineſs to have been bred 
under ſo prudent a parent 
H. Ay, Miſs, you will have reaſon to fay ſo ; 
for her maxims have put many a pretty pound 
in my pocket, 
Mi L. How does that concern me? 
H. Becauſe why as the ſaying is, 
Tho' I was the maker: 
_ Miſs may be the partaker. 
Miſs L. Sir, you are very obliging. 
Fl. I can tell you ſuch offers are not every day 
to be met with; only think, Miſs, to have victuals 
and drink conſtantly found you without egſt or 
care on your fide,—clpecially too now meat is 
ſo dear. 
Mi L. Conſiderations by no means to be 
ſlighted. 
H. Moreover, and that you may live and ap- 
Pear like my wife, I fully and wholly indende to 
keep you a coach! 
Miſs L. Indeed! 
Hl. Yes, and you ſhall command the horſes 
whenever you pleaſe, —unleſs during the harveſt, 
arid when they are employed in ploughing and 
F > ,.,, carting; 
» This was introduced at the * raiſing the price of 


meat. 
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I' mgke you my clerk as a juſtice of peace, that 
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earting ;—becauſe why, the main chance muſt be 


minded you know: 
Miſs L. True, true: 
Hl. Tho! 1 don't think you will be vaſtly fond 


of coaching it about ;—for why, we are off of the 


turnpike and the roads are deadly deep about we: 
Miſs L. What, you ann to reſide in tlie 


| country then? 


H. Without doubt, for then Miſs 1 ſhall be ſure 
to have you all to myſelf! 

Miſs L. An affeQtionate motive; but even in 
this happy ſtate, where the moſt perfe& union 
prevails, ſome folitary hours will intrude, and the 


time hang now and then heavily on our hands. 


Hl. What, in the country, my dear Miſs ! not 
a minute, you will find all paſtime and jollity 
there !' for Miſs, what with minding the dairy, 


dunning the tenants, ſcolding the ſervants, nurfing 


the children, preſerving and pickling, mending and 


making, roaſting, boiling, and baking, you 


wont have a moment to ſpare,—you will be merry 


and happy as the days they are long! 


Miſs L. I am afraid the days will be hardly long 


. enough to execute "0 extenſive a plan of . 
ment 


Fl. Never you fear; ; beſides, I am told, Miſs, you 
write an exceeding pretty, tolerable, good hand 

Miſs L. Pretty well, J believe. 

Fl. Then, Miſs, there is more pleaſure in * 


ou 
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you may ſhare ſixpence out of every warrant to 

puy you any e Te e nn 

Mit L. That is finely imagin'd? * 

Fl. And then, Miſs, v7 the "end e (ace 

what a comfort, after all this nn to find 

oneſelf in pocket beſide! 

Miſs L. True, Sir! As your nee are 
chiefly domeſtic, I preſume you have eontriv'd to 
make home as convenient as can be ; 00 e, 
Sir, good gardens no doubt. 

H. Gardens! Ay, ay; Why, Ms, "before the | 
great parlour window there grows a couple of 
yews a9 tall as a maſt, and as thick as a ſteeple, 
and the boughs caſt ſo delightful a ſhade, that 
you can't fee your hand in any part of the room! 

Mifs L. A moſt delicate gloom ! _ 

HN. And then there conſtantly rooſtes in the 
trees, a curious couple of owls, which I wont ſuf- 
fer our folks to diſturb, us "they" make ſo rw” 2 
noiſe in the night. 

Miſs L. A moſt dam 

H. And beſides, Miſs; they pay for ther lodg: 
inge, as they are counted very good mouſers. you 
know. 


Miſs L. True! but within » ang you manſon 


is capadious, 


* * - 4 ” 
* % 7 
K 


ia . * | 1 en 

| wn a hat at, Et aaa, whoſe 
Lady ſerves him in * of * and of courſe purloing 
the perquiſites, k 
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V. Capacious ! yes, yes, capacious enough! you 
may ſtretch your legs without croſſing the threſ- 
hold in the winter you may walk till you are 
warm, without wanting a fire. Why we go up 
ſtairs and down into eyery room of the, houſe !-— 
to be ſure, at preſent, it is a little gut of repair; 
not that it rains in, where the caſements arc whole, 
- at above five or fix Places... 112 
Miſt L. Your proſpects are pleaſing ? = 
Fl. From off the top gf the leads; for why, I 
© have. boarded up moſt. of the windows in order 
to avoid paying the tax; but to my thinking, our 
bedchamber, Miſe, is the _ plealanecſt part of 
Rs houſe, - 5 0 
MI, L. Oh, Sir, you are very polite! 
H. No, Miſs, it is not for that; but you muſt 
- know, - Miſs, that there is a large bow-window 
facing the Eaſt, that does finely for drying of 
herbs; it is hung round with hatchments of all 
the folks that have died in the family; and then 
the pidgeon-hpuſe/is oer our heads. 
Miſe Þ. The Fidgeon- houſe! 
H. Ves zv and there very morning we ſhall be 
waked at day break with their murmuring, cooing, 


and courting, that will make it ps pleaſans and 
fine as can be. 


Miſs L. Raviſhing! wel, Sir, it muſt be con: 
" Fefſed you have given me a moſt bewitching pic+ 
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arcadia ; but I am afraid half the charms are de- 
rived from the painter's flattering pencil. 

Hl. Not heighten'd a bit, as yourſelf. ſball be 
judge; and then, as to company, Miſs, you ma 
have plenty of that whenever yoy will, for we 

as pretty a neighbourhgod as A body can by 

M/ L. Really ! | 
Hl. There is the widow Kilderkin, who keeps 

the Adam and Eve, at the end of the town, quite 
an agreeable body! indeed the death of her huſ- 
band has drove the poor woman to tipple a bit ;— 
farmer Dobbins's daughter, and doctor Surplice, 
our curate, and his wife, a vaſt converſible wo- 
man,—if ſhe was not altogether ſo deaf. | 
Miſs L. A very ſociable ſet! Why Sir, placed 
in this paradiſe, there is nothing left you to Wilh. 
Fl. Yes, Miſs, but there ig—— — 
c Mifs L. Ay, what can that be? $5: 

H. The very ſame that our grandpapa Adam 
had, to have a beautiful Eve by my fide, Fbath 
rijng) Would the lovely Linnet permit me to 
lead her to that bower, nothing loath : 

Miſe L. Oh, exceſs of gallantry! . - 

Fl. Would her ſweet breath but deign to kin- 
dle, and blow up my hopes. 

Miſs V. Oh, Mr. Flint, I muſt nat ſuffer this 
for your ſake ; a perſon 0 of your. importance and 
rank! 

Fl. A young Miſs of your great merit and 

* peauty 
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e Only this one verſe of the ſong was fung, 
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"Mi ; A gentleman ſo accompliſhed and rich! 

; BL... Whole perfections are not only the talk of 
the Bath, but of Briſtol and Glouceſter, and the 
he le country round! | 

Mi L. Oh, Mr. Flint, this is too 

H. Her goodneſs, her grace, her duty, her 
decency, wiſdom and wit, her ſhape, ſlimneſs and 
be, with her lovely | black eyes, ſo elegant, en- 
gaging, alluring, perfuming, ſo modeſt, ſo pru- 
dent, ſo pions, and if Iam rightly informed, Miſs, 
* have a ſweet pretty pipe. 

% L. This is ſuch a profuſion ——— 

H. Permit me, Miſs, to ſalicit a ſpecimen of 


Jour ph cherubimical voice. 


1, L. Why, Sir, as your extravagant com: 
Amenity. have left me - nothing to ſay, I think the 
beſt thing I can do Is to ſing. (Here they are ood.) 


rin A EQBC 12, 8 Oo N G. 5 
e Birks of Endermay; To a Seotch Tune, 


e ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, | 

Invite the tuneful birds to ing: b 

And while they warble from each Herm. 

Love melts the univerſal lay. 

£4 us, Amanda, timely wiſe, E 
OY Hu them improve the hour that flies y 
Aud, in oft Faptures, waſte the oy” 
Among the Birks of Endermay. 


Diis i» 


Bi 
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H. Enchanting, raviſhing ſounds! Not the Nine 
Muſes nn nor Mrs. Baddely * is _ to 
you |! 

Miſs L. Oh fie, Sir! 

FI. May I flatter myſelf that the 50500 thaf | 
ſong were directed to me; ' 

Miſs L. Should I make ſuch a confeſſion 1 ſhould 
ill deſerve the charecter you have been pleaſed to 
beſtow. 


Enter Lady CATHERINE COL p. 
1 STREAM. 

Lady 2 Come, come, Maiſter Flent, ſet your 
heart at reſt, laſſes are apt to be modeſt and ſhy,—- 
then take her anſwer frae me, prepare the miniſter, 
and aw the reſt of the taickle, and you'll find us 
ready to gang to kirk in the morning 

H. Miſs, may I rely on what her ne ſays? 

Lady C. Gads mercy! I think the mon's be- 
' witch'd,—that he wonna take a woman of quali- 
ty's word for fic a trifling thing as a wife! 

Fl. Your ladyſhip will impute it all to my hopes, 
and my doubts, and my fears—then 1 may direct- 
ly ſet about getting the needful ?. | (Going.) 

Lady C. Gang your gait as faſt as you liſt— 

Fl. (Returning.) Lord bleſs me I have ſuch a 

head had like to have forgot—my joys and my 


hopes were L have put up a few preſents, if Miſe 
will deign to accept—— 


Lady | 


» Hinting at the Praiſe Mrs. Baddely fo defervedly ac- 
«quired in the ſong of Sweet Willy O! 


_ _ 
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Lach C. That's aw e matters now land 
there is nac harm in her accepting of preſents. frac 


you. —Maiſter Flent, you may produce. 1007 
Fl. (Pulling out his Purſe.) It's a hard matter 


do get any thing out of my purſe ; here's firſt and 


foremoſt a Porto Bello pocket- piece of Admirable 
Vernon on one ſide, and fix men of war only, 


on full fail, on t' other. 


Lady C. Les, yes, yes, it's a curious medal. 
lion ( preſenting it io Lady C. who gives it to Miſs L. 

Fl. Secondly, Here's a queen Ann's half erown, 
as freſh as out of the Mint. I could have had 
two ſhillings and ſeven-pence halfpenny for it. 

Uh C. Ay, it's in very fine preſervation, (giv- 
ing it to Miſs L.) 

N. Thirdly, Here are 4 pair of mourning rings, 


chat which was left me by my aunt Botherem, 


might, I ſhould think, do very well for the ap- 
proaching happy occaſion. | 
Lady C. How! a mourning ring! 

H. No, my lady, not becauſe of the mourning; 
but on account of the motto, it's ſo pretty and 
s and pat. 

Fady C. Ay! What is it Mr. Flent ? 

Fl. True till death 

. Shall ſtop my breath. 

Lady C. Aich, Meſs, it contains muckle fhora- 
lity (giving it.) | 

Fl. And, fourthly and laſtly; if I have not for- 
got it, (ſearching his pocket) a ſilver coral and 


bells, 


* 
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bells, (pulling it out) with only a bit of the coral 
broke off when I was cutting my grinders (whift- 
ling) it has a pretty ſound. It was given me by 
my god· father Slmgſby: I hope, Mifs, it will 
come in uſe again before the year comes about. 

Lady C. Nae doubt, tae doubt, leave that mai- 


| ter to us. I warrant we'll impede the faimily of 
| the Flents frac fawing inth oblivion; 


Fl. Do you think we ſhall ? I ſhall be glad of 


that however, if its only to get a ſon to enjoy my 


eſtate : for, at preſent there is not a perſon in the 
world I care a farthing about. 

Lady C. Make nae doubt; but Mr. Flent, 

you'd better gang your gait and prepare the ' 
tackle. | 

Fl. I'll get the needful directly My Lady your 
very obedient, moſt humble, and very—Miſfs, 
your ever — and »» Lord! 

Exit. 

Lady C. A ſoncy lad this Maiſter Flent.—You - 
fee, Meſs, he has a meaning in aw that he doeg— - 

| Mis L. Might I be permitted to alter your 

Ladyſhip' s words, I ſhould rather ſay, a e 
in all that he does. 

Lady C. Its nae muckle maiter what the mon 
is at preſent. : In a little time you may moult him 
to any thing that you liſt. 

M/ L. I am afraid he is not made of ſuch 
pliant materials; however, the dye is caſt and I 


G Cannot 
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cannot. retreat. But ſuppoſe, my Lady, he ſhould 
refuſe to 4 
Lady C. Vou ken, Meſs, that this treaty was 
begun under my mediation; and gin he ſhould 
dare to draw back, Lady Catherine Cauldſtream 
would ſoon find means to n his perfidy. 

Come awa Meſs. 
CExeunt. 


2 
* 


END of me SECOND ACT. 
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wy 0 T „ 53" at 
SCENE -1. m Bear Im. i 
Bir CHRISTOPHER CRIPPLE, OUR 
ROUT, DE JARSEY, MAJOR 


RACK ET, and POULTICE, 1 
at Table, with . ere. 8 


Sir Ch. E muſt take care that Flint 5 
not pen us, for che ſcoundrel 1 18 
very ſuſpicious, 


"Rack. There is no danger of that ; 1 164g'h 
him fafcly at Linnets ; Button ſtands centry at the 
end of the ſtreet, ſo that we ſhall be inſtantly ape 
prized of every motion he makes. 

Poul. Well manag'd, my Major. 2 
Gir Ch, Ves, yes, the cunning young dog W 
very well what he's about. i 

Sour. G. Upon my vord, Major Racket, has 4g 
very fine diſpoſition to make a figure at de head 
of de Army, five or fix German Campaigps vil— 
Ah, ab, dat is de beſt ſchool 1 in de vorld for make 
de vax. 

ir Ch. Five or fix German es) 


$030, G. Ay, Chevalie; vat you ſay to dat? 


is 
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Sir Ch. Oh, Mynheer, nothing at all; a German 


war, for ought I know, may be a very good ſchogl, 


040g 1 ue, $6 . 


but it is a damn'd expenfiye education for us! 

De J. Cet vrai Chevalier, dat is all true, cet 
pais la, dat place is the grave for the Frenchman, 
and de fine Engliſh guinea, diable m'eporte, 4 

Sir Ch, True, Monſieur, but our guincas are 
rather worſe off than your men, for they ſtand 
no chancę of riſing again. 

De 7, Ha! ha! dat is very well, le chevalier 
have beaucoup N great den # wit ma 


* 
Sir Ch. And you haye a great deal of ſincerity, 
ma foy (minucking him.) 

Rack. I think the Knight is in luck; but don't 
let us Joſe ſight of our ſubjeft, You, gentle. 
men, are all Perfect in the ſeveral 0 Ju arc 
to play _ | 

Al. Ay, ay: 

* You Mynheer Sour Groutor— 


Sour 


There is {9 much truth and juſtice in this remark, that 


| bois ſufficient of itſelf to deſtrqy the political maxim of Af 


OW 5 being conquer * Germany, 


1 Our ſuecefſes i in the laſt German war, great and acdc 
35 they were, were very inadequate to the miſlions that wert 
ſunk in maintaining i it, ON 


* 
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Sour. G. I underibind ; I will pique his — 
de pride of his famille? 

Rack. Right. Poultice— 

Poul. I will alarm him on the fide P his health. 

Sir Ch. Next to his money, the thing in the 
world he moſt minds, 

Rack. You, De Jarſey, and Button, wil _ | 
ploy all your eloquence on the prudential ſide of 
the—Oh, De Jarſy, here's the draft. ; tor the pipe 
of port that I purchas d WI 4, 
De J. Dat is right. | 

| Rack. The only recei 


1 fik 


bawds, burroughs, or Frenchmen : + Oh, here 
Billy comes, { Enter Button. ] Well, BID _ 
news ? 


Butt. 1 am vaſt afraid, as bow all matters 8 
concluded at laſt. | 73 


Rack. Ay, prithee, why ſo? 1.5 
Butt. Becauſe why, in ten minutes akier, 1 
went, out bolted the Squire, and hurry ſeurry 
away to Layer Latitats, who you know * 
tenants, and docs all his concarns. 


ET 


| f 


»The reader muſt underſtand, b pornihiznding the 
natural haughtineſs of a German, it is, againſt, their law for 


certain ranks in Germany to degrade the dignity of theio 
guceſtors by an alliance with perſon of an b Ain 


+ Scarce any obſervation i is neceſſary is buſy the truth 


2 9 this ſatirical climax. 


JP 


* 
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Rath True Wel, Billy. 


Butt. I ſuppoſe to > give him orders about draw 
. ing the writin ll 


= Sir Ch. Not unlikely ; ; but! you think Flint will 


 roint'to the club? 


4 


Butt. There 72 no manner of. doubt ; "decauſ: 
why," he hol' to me from over the way, what, 


22 fuppoſe you are bound to the Bear; well, 
boy, I ſhall be Hard at your heels; and he ſeem d 
in prodigious vaſt ſpirits. 

Rack. I am miſtaken if we don't lawer them a 
little Well, gentlemen, the time of action draws 
Wiek, «and 1 it is time, Knight, for us to decamp. 7 
ir Ch. When you will Major; Criſing.) 

Rack. I think, Sir Chriſtopher, you lodge in 
the ſame houfe with the . 

Sir Ch. Juſt over their heads,” - L 

Rack. Then thither we'll go, ten to gne if our 


Eat des, operates ind 1 5 but che hero will retury 


Sit . IE likely.” 

Rack. We are come to a criſis, and the cataſ⸗- 
trophe of our piece can't be very far off. 

Sir Ch, I wiſh, like other plays, it don' t end in 
a marriage. : 

Rack. Then Ihall be moſt confoundly 71 but 
come Knight, , | 

Sir Ch. Rot you, I do as faſt as I can 't 1 


think, Major Racket, what the deuce makes you 


fa 
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fo warm in this buſinchs, there is certainly ſame- 
thing at bottom that I don't comprehend; but do 
Major have pity upon the poor girl, upon ag 
ſhe is a ſweet little Syren, ſo innocent —and. 
Rack. Poo, poo, don't be abſurd, I thought 
that matter had been fully explain'd, this, Knight, 


ks no time to look hack; but ſuppoſe now I — 
have a little miſchief in hand. _ 4 of 1 


Sir Ch. How, of what kind? 
Rack. Be innocent of the knowledge, det ] 
Knight, till thou applaud the deed. | 
Sir Ch. It is very extraordinary, Major Racket, if 
you are determin'd to make the devil a viſit, that 
you can't pay it alone; or if you muſt have com- 
pany, what a pox makes you always think of fix. 
ing on . 

Rack. Heyday ! what in the Aae again? Ws 
muſt have t'other ſneaker of punch. _ | 

Sir Ch. You are miſtaken, —that won't have 
power to change the ſtate of ; MY wind, my re- 
folyes are too firm, 

| Rack. And who wiſhes to break SAT 2 1 =" 
alk your aſſiſtance to-night, and your reformation 
you recolle& does not begin till to-morrow. , __ 

Sir. That's true indeed; but no human power 
{hall prevail on me to put off any longer than tos 
morrow. 


| Rack. Or the next day at fartheſt, 


9 


[Sir Ch." 
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dr Ch. May I be damn'd if 1 do. * 
b 1 ¶ Errunt Racket and Sir Chriſtopher. 
Ion Come, lads; Hght “your pipes, which ot 
us ſhall bo firſt to attack. —Billy—— _ 

/ Butt: Wort't i be rather too pol for me 10 
Paul. Then Jeu: us leavc it to TOY 
1 hear him lumbering in,—compoſe your 1 
and let his reception be ſolemn and grave. 


Bus Leave that chair for im. 


/ 


r POT: 2 Emer FLINT. 


Dl. Ah, how fares it my lads! Well, boys, 
matters are ſettled at laſt, the little Kate has com- 
pled, and to-morrow is fix'd for the day. 
Foul. You have ſettled it then? 
Hl. As firm as a rock. | 

Poul. So you can't retreat if you would? * 
Fl. Retreat! I have no ſuch deſign. 
Poul. You han't? 

Fl. No, to be ſure, you great fool! What the 
deuce would Poultice be at 

Foul. Nay, then, neighbours, what we hare” 
been ſaying will juſt ſignify nothing. 

FI. Saying ! why you have not heard ? chat i is. 

8 Teal. 

* The an of a e could not be poſſi- 


- by painted in ſtronger colours than by this jumble of ſwear- 
tug and reforming, 
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Poul. No, nothing very material, e as 
the matter is carried ſo far —— — 


H. So far! Why I hope you have not found 
out any flaw z Kitty has not. 
| Poul. No, no, no, nothing of that; no vpon 
my word I believe a very modeſt, prudent, pious, 


good girl, neighbours 
A. No manner of doubt. 


H. Well then! but what a plague is the mean- 
Ing of this, you all look as filent and glum, why 
can't you ſpeak up with a pox? x 
Poul. Why, Squire, as we all are 2 fix d 
friends, we have been ee matter 
amongſt us. ne 

H. Lou have! 

Poul. Marriage, n is no 
trifling affair, tdo —_ caution and cre can't be 
us'd. 

H. That I femly believe, which has made me 
defer it fo long. 

Poul. Pray lend me your wits ( feeling hir 
pulſe ;) how is the ſtate of your health ; do you 

find yourſelf hearty and ſtout. * 
| Fl. I think ſo; that is I, you han't 2 any 
dad ſymptoms of late? 

Poul. No, but you us'd to have * hing 
m_ you 


The manner of conducting this ſcene was reckon'd 3 
maſter ſtroke of dramatical ingenuity. MM We 


H. Formerly, but ſince I have fixed my gout 
to a fit they are gone; that, indeed, lays me hs 
for four or five months in a year. \ 
| Poul. A pretty long ſpill, and in d ſuch a cle do 
you think now that marriage 
H. The moſt beſt receipt in the world 4: VO 
that, man, was one of my motives, wives you know 
are allowed to make very good nurſes. 
Poul. That, indeed. - 
H. Ay, and then they are always at hand; and 
beſides they don't coſt one a farthing. _ | 
Poul. True, true, why you look Ly" jolly and 
nan he not. 
Fl. Jolly and ſtout ! 
All. Exceedingly. 
Poul. And yet he can't be leſs FRY BP LON me ſee 
as not you under old Syntaxs, at Wells? 
Hl. left the ſchool the year he died. WI 
Poul. That muſt be a good forty years fince. 
Fl. Come ſheep-ſhearing next, Mr, Poultice: 
Poul. Then, Squire, you are hard upon ſixty ? 
H. Not far away, Maſter Poultice- 
Poul. And Miſs Linnet, ſixteen! you are a bold 
man! not but there are inſtances, tho? they are 
not very common indeed, where men have ſur- 
vived many years ſuch diſproportionate matches. 
H. Surviv'd! and why ſhould they not? 
Poul. But then their ſtamipa muſt be prodi- 
gion ſtrong. 
Flint. Stamina! 


* 


Poux 
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Poul. Let us fee, Button, there was doffor Do- 
tage who married the Devonſhire girl, he d A 
matter of 
Dun No, no, he dropp'd off in fix months. 
| Poul. True, true, I had A | 
H. Lord have mercy! 
Butt. Indeed an old maſter of tnine, Sir Harry 
0 Tuff, is alive, and walks about to this day 
©} Poult, Ay, but you forget where Sir 5 M was 
born, and how ſoon his lady eloped. 
Butt, O, in the honey moon with captain Pike 
of the: guards, I minds it full well. 
Fi. That indeed altets the caſe. Well, well, 
but, Billy, you are not ſerious in this, you don't 
think there is any danger of d eat — 
Bui. As to the matter of death the Doctor 
knows better than I, becauſe why, that's in his 
way; but I ſhall never forget Colonel Crazy, one 1 
of the beſt cuſtomers that ever — never ran 11 
of him without dropping a ter. 111 
H. Why, what was the matter with him, * 1 
Poul. Married Lady Barbara Bounce, as it might 1 


be, on the Monday at We. 5 1 | 
J.. Well! i a 1 
Butt. But never, more faw the ſweet face of the 19 
3 ks | 5 | 
T 


* A ſatire on our modern faſhionable FEI 


"I 
- 
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H. What did he die!“ 1 
Bit. Within an hour after kind the loc 
ing. 
H. Good Lord! That was dreadful indeed! 
Of what age might he be? SENT þ 
Butt. About your time of life, Squire. 
. That is vaſtly alarming | Lord 2 me, 
Billy, I am all of a tremble! 1110 
Butt, Ay, truly, it behoves you, Squire, to 
conkder what you are about. | 
- Butts, True, Billy, true, Oat 
Butt. Then what a world of money muſk: 6 go 
in running backwards and forwards to town. and 
jaunting to ſee all the fine ſights in the place. 
Fl. I ſhan't take her to many of them 3 perhaps 
I may ſhew her the parliament houſes, and plays, 
and Boodles and Bedlam, and my Lord 1 
and the Lions f 
- Butt. r vaſt heap of: fine cloaths: you 
ul make up ! 3; 
* A coca fr ths 7 


* 


an, | 


This is a known faft—The Au es e in the. 
pight, and was found dead by his Lady next morning. —the 


ſhock was ſo great that ſhe continues to this day bereft af 
her ſenſes, 


I It was wrote about the Time of the Lord Moyor 5 
confinemen 1 the Tower . 5 


1 4 
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Butt. As you ar'n't known, there is no doing 
without; beeauſe why, every * paſſes there 
for what they appear. 


Fl. Right, Billy; but L believe 1 have bonne | 


out a way to do that pretty cheap. 

Butt. Which way is that Squire? | 
Fl. You have ſcen the miniſter that's come 
to tack. us together ? 

Butt. IL have; is he a fine man in the 8 

H. He don't care much to meddle with preach- 
ing and praying; but he ia a prodigious LE 
and a great politician to boot. * 
H. Ay, and has left behind him, at Patis, x 
choice collection of curious rich cloaths, which he 
has promiſed to fell me a penn'orth. + | 

Poul. Pooh ! What Billy talks of are tiles tc to 
the evils you are too expect; to have a young 
girl breaking in upon, all your old ways; your, 
afternoon's nap interrupted, and perhaps not ws 
e ene eur pinke. night. 757 42 

Fl. No! 

Poul. All your former friends forbidden your 
houſe. | | 

FL 
* The Rey. Mr. Horne, 


+ Alluding to the well known ſtory of a trunk full of 
cloaths left at Paris by Mr. H. in which were ſo many dif- 
ferent ſuits, that the parſan could be a captain one day and 
a quaker the next; the third a petite maitre, and the fourth 
a parſon again; and. a phyſician with the addition of a ſwords 


0 — 2 — 
* 
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Hl. The fewer come in the leſs will _ _ 
1 nt be very forry-for that, unnd 
Poul. To make room for her own numerous 
clan, who after all won't even W 7 a 
nod. - F 
Fl. Not A flligs: them ſhall « enter he Sore. 
Poul. A brood: of: babes: at your board, whoſe 


fathers ſhe wou'd not herſelf, TI t ny ta 


niger FW 
Fi. To prevent that PI lock 1 up in a room. 
Poul. The * Pu wil break _ your 

door. 
Fl Then Il turn her out of ths houſes 
- Poul, And = e will throw er into a 

1211. 8 

2 Who told you 07. e . 
Poul. A dozen of profits. WOES, 

Fl.: Then I will hang myſelf out of the way. 


Pon. By which ſhe will become poſſeſſed of 


bs jointure, and her creditors * your 
eſtate. 


FI. O Lord! What 2 miſerable poor toad is a 


a huſband, whoſe misfortunes not even death 
itſelf can relieve ! 


Butt. Think of that, Squire, "A it is too 


late. 


Fl. Well, but friends, neighbours, what the 


deuce can : do! Are you all of a mind t 2 


De 7. 


0 
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De J. Dere is no queſtion at all : vat, a garcon 
of your ancien famille to take up with a pauvre 
8 bourgoiſe! 

Fl. Does that never happen in the French 
countty Mounſeer? 

De J. Never but when Monſieur De Baron is 
very great Beggar, and la Bourgoiſe has domn d 
deal de guinea. 

H. O Lord! that is none of our caſe, for the 
is as poor as a church-mouſe, and *tis I have the 
domn'd deal de guinea, Mynheer Sour Grout, 
do your people never make up ſuch matches. 

Sour G. Never! never! What a German dif. 

honor his ſtocks! I never was known ſuch a2 
ding. Why, Maiſter Flint, ſhould Miſtreſs Ly. 
net bring you de children for de ten generation 
to come, they could not be choſe de Channon 
„ of Straſbourgh. 

H. No! O Lord, what a parcel of poor 
miſerable devils they would be! 

Poul. So, Squire, you ſee, take it which way 
you will, what dreadful danget you Gun! he 

Fl. I do! I do! | | 

Poul. Loſs of friend!! ED 

Butt. Pipe and afternoon's nap! NA 

Sour G. Your familly gone to de dogs! 

De J. Your peace of mind to de devil? 

Foul. Your health! r e 
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Butt. Your wealth | | 
Poul. Plate, money, and manors! 


AI. Your, your —— 

Fl. Enough, enough Dear neighbours, 
enough! I feel, I feel it too well! Lord of mercy 
what a miſerable ſcrape am I in! And here too, 
not an hour ago, it has coſt me the Lord knows 
what in making her preſents ! 

Poul. Never mind that, you had better * 
with half you are worth in the world! 

HJ. True, true ; well then PI 550 and break off 
all matters this minute. | 

Poul. The wiſeſt thing you can do. 

Butt, The ſooner the better, Squire. * 

N. No doubt, no doubt, in the. (going — 
feos 10 conſider.) Billy Button 
Butt. Squire, (advancing to him.) 

Hi. She is a vaſt pretty girl! I ſhould be hear- 
tily ſorry to looſe her. Dos't think one could not 
get her on eaſier terms than marriage? 

Butt. It is but trying however. 

H. To tell truth, Billy, I have always had that 
in my head. I have thought of a project chat 
will anſwer my purpoſe. 

Butt. Ay, Squire, what is it? 

H. 1 wont tell; Billy, if I ſhould get her con- 
ſent, and you will take her off my hands when J 
begin to grow tired, I will ſettle ten pounds a- year 
* you for both of your lives! 

Butt. Without paying the taxes? 


. 


Fl 
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N. That matter we will talk of hereafter, little | 


Billy. * [Exit Flint. 
Poul. So, ſo, we have ſettled this buſineſs 
however. 
Butt. No more FO of his taking a wife. 
Poul. He would ſooner be tied to a gibbet. 


But, Billey, ſtep after him z—they will let you in 


at Sit Chriſtopher Cripples; obferve all that 
paſſes, and brifig us, Bill, a faithful account. 
Butt. I will, I will; but where ſhall you be? 
Poul. Above, in the Phenix, we will not ſtir 
out of the houſe ; but be very exact. 


Bill. N ever fear. fy | — [Exentt, 


scene changes to Miſs Linnets. } 


Miſs LINNET, alone. : | 
Miſs L. Heigh ho! What a facrifice am I going 


to make; but it is the will of thoſe who have T 
right to all my obedience, and to that will I 


fubmit. (Loud knocking at the door.) Bleſs 
me! who can that be at this time of night? 
Our friends may etr, and projects, the moſt pru- 
dentially pointed, may miſs of their aim; but 
age and experience demand reſpect and attention, 
and the undoubted kindneſs of our parents deſigns 
elaims 6# our part, at leaſt a grateful and whey 


Ne e IS es." >. 3 OR 
Enter 
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Enter NAN CY. 


Miſe L. Nancy, who was that at the door? 

Nancy. Mr, Flint, Mis, | begs the favor of 

| ſpeaking five words. 

Miſs L. I was in hopes to have had this night, 

at leaſt, to; myſelf, Where is my mother? 
Nancy. In the next room with Rady Catherine, 

conſulting about your cloaths for the morning. 
M L. He is here. Very well, you may go. 


Enter FLINT. 


3 Thank you Mrs. Nancy. I give you the 
firſt crooked ſix-pence I get. [Exit Nancy.] She 
is alone as I wiſh'd; Miſs, I beg pardon for in - 
truding at this time of mu ; but— 

Miſs L. Sir! 

N. You can't wonder that I defire to 2 57 
your good company every minute I can. ens 

Mi L. Thoſe minutes, -a ſhort ſpace oil. Mr. 
Fint, place in your oun power; if, n then; 
you had permitted me to. 

Hl. Right; Miſs, but to ſay, truth, I ——_— to 
have a little ſerious. talk with you. —all how 
and about it. I think, Miſs, you agree, # VE 
marry, to go off to the country "direaly? - 4 

% L. If we marry! Is it den ©. Prod "of 
doubt ? | 

H. Why, I will tell you Miſs, with — to 
myſelf, you know, I am one of the moſt antient- 
eſt families all the country round 

Miß 
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M/ L. Without doubt. 


Fl. And as to money and land, in theſe parts, 
1 believe few people can-match 1 me, 

M fs = Perhaps not, 

Flint. And as to yourſelf, ] don't ſpeak in a 
Aiſparaging way; your friends are but low folks, 
and your fortune juſt nothing at all, 

Miſs L. True, Sir; but this is no new diſco- 

very, you knew this before. 

H. Hear me out, Miſs, Now as. 1 brings all 
cheſe good things on my ſide, and you have no- 
thing to give in return but your love, I ought. to 
de, pretty certain of the poſſeſſion of that, 

Miſs. L, I hope the properly diſcharging all the 
duties of that condition, which 1 am ſhortly to 
owe to your fayor, will give * convincing 

proofs of my gratitude, 

Al. D 55 neee Mis! but! talk — 


39 


| plain and fu 4 —_—. af 
fe der Propts | of what kind? 


H. There is but one. that [ know, 
AL, Wha: is it? 
Flint. Can't you gueſs ? 


Miſs L. Not I on my word! 
Fl. Why, lookee, , Miſs, I am à man of vaſt 
prodigious delicacy, and my delicacy requires, 


that you. ſteal fr with me e to * lodg- 
ings, 


13 


J 
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/ L. Your lodgings ! 

Fl. There ſtay the whole night, and in the 
morning, when my delicacy is fatisfied, we'll 
march away to the abbey and be married. | 
I L. Sir! oh 

FI. In ſhort, Miſs, I muſt have this proof of 
your love ; or not a ſyllable more of the marriage: 

Miſs L. Give me patience ! 
Fl. Come, Miſs, we have not a minute to lofe ; 
| the coaſt is clear, and ſhould any body come in, 
you will put it out of my erer to do what [ rh 
|. 
Miſs L. Power! Hands off Mr. Flint, —Power ! 
I promife you, Sir, you never ſhall have me in 
your power - 
JJ 0765 100701274 
M. L. Deſpicable Wretch ! (From what: part 
of my character could your vanity derive a hope, 
that I would fubmit to your infamous purpoſe ? 

Fl. Lord Miſs, don't be in ſuch 2— Gk. 
Miſs L. To put principle out of the queſtion; 
not a creature, ho has the leaſt tincture of 
pride, could fall a victim to ſuch A comtemnptible 
wretch ! 

Fl. Why, but Miſs,— | | 

Miſs. L. It is true, in compliance with the 
kearneſt requeſt of my friends, Thad conſented to 
| facrifice my peace to their pleaſure; and tho 
keluctant would have given you my hand-: 1 

. 4 ; | 4 
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F. And a vaſt pretty preſent 1 mould have 
had. 

Miſs L. What motive, but obedience to _ 
could J have had in forming an union with you! 
Did you think I was ſtruck with 58 perionial 
merit— — 

H. Why not! 

Miſs L. Or that the fordidnef of your mind 
and manners could tempt me? 

FI. Really, Miſs, this is carrying the— 

Miſs L. You ſhave wealth, I confeſs, but where 
would have been the advantage to me? As a 
reward for becoming your drudge, I might, per- 
| haps, have received a ſcanty ſubſiſtence ; but I 
can never ſuppoſe you would grant the "ui uſe of 
that to your wife, which your meanneis has de- 
med to yourſelf. 

FI. So, ſo, ſo you'll alarm the Whole houſe! l 
M L. The whole houſe The whole town 

ſhall be acquainted 1 with ks. 
5 . So let them and they win—A pretty ex- 
| 5 Jam got eo 9 A 
burning! (blows one ont.) 

Miſs L. Sure the greateſt * chat p po- 
verty brings in its train, is the ſubjecting us to the 
inſults of wretches, like this, who have no other 
merit than what their money beſtow. | 

Fl. What a damnable vixen ! 


— 


[ 
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Mi % L. Go, Sir, leave the houſe; Im aſham'd 


you have had the power to move me: and never 
more let me be ſhock'd with your appearance. 

H. What, I have moved you, have I Why 
then. you ſhall be even, with me, and ſo you ſhall | 
move me. ("As he is going Lady Coldſtream ſpeaks 
without. ) 

Lady C. How's aw wi you vin? 

H. O Lord! here s the Scotch woman again! 


Enter Lady CATHERINE. COLDSTREAM 

____ and Mrs. LINNET. 

Lady C. Gad's marcy | what's the maiter wi 
Mess! I hope Maiſter Flent it is no you wha ha 
bet her a wailing, (Mrs. L. runs to Miſs L.) 

Mrs I. Kitty | My love! What's the matter ? 

Miſs L. A modeſt propoſal of fiat gentleman” 8 

making. 

Lach C. Of what kind, Meſs, 

N, L. Only, this moment, to quit my father 
and vou, and take up my lodging with him. | 
| Lady C Tg night! Ay, that's quite out of the 
order of things That's ne er done, Maiſter 
Flent, till after the ceremony of the nuptials. arg 
"Kid 
H. 1Wat it? Then it never vin be Wire 
Lady C. How? l « 


- 


Enter 
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Enter Sir CHRISTOPHER, led in by Major 


RACK ET and BILLY BUTTON. 
Sir Ch. We beg pardon for taking the libetty 


to come in ; but we were afraid * accident | 


had happened to Miſs— 
Mrs. L. There has Sir. 
Rack. Of what nature, Madam ? | 
Mrs. L. That worthy gentleman” there, under 
pretence of friendſhip to us, and honorable views 


on my daughter, has hatch'd a moſt treacherous 


deſign to inesitably ruin my child! 
Sir Ch. What he! Flint ? 
Mrs, L. Even he. Sa 
Sir Ch. An impudent ſon of a—Billy, lead me 


up that I may take a peep at the puppy. Tour 


ſervant young gentleman ! What, is this true thas 
we hear? x 

to him! Why, old nick has made a little miſtake 
here: he us'd to be a little more expert in his 


angling ; for what female on earth could be found 


to catch at this bait ? 

Lady C. Haud ye, haud ye, Sir Chriſtopher, 
let Maiſter Flent and I ha a ſhort conference on 
the occaſion, I ſuppoſe, Maiſter Flent, you per- 
| ſevere to gang wi Meſs to Kirk 1 'the morning 1 

H. the morning! no, nor Su evening nei 
ther, 

N Lach 


ſweet ſwain this to rempt a virgin 
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Lady C. Gad's marcy ! _ you refuſe to aroma 
the preliminaries? | 

N. I don't ſay that Wen 1 

Sir C. Then name the time in which you will 
fulfil them: a week. | 5 

Lady C. A fortnight. 

Mrs. L. A month. | 

Flint. I won't be bound dow to no time. 

Rack. A raſcally evaſion of his to avoid an ac- 
tion at law. 

Sir C. But perhaps he may be diſappointed in 
that. | 
Lady C. Weel, but Maiſter Flent, Fe you wul- 
ling to mack Meſs a pecuniary ackndwledgment 

for the domage. 

H. I have done her no domage, and PIl make 
no acknowledgment. 

Rack. Twelve honeſt men of your country may | 
happen to differ in judgment. 

H. Let her try if ſhe will. 

Sir C. And 1 promiſe you ſhe ſhan't be to ſeek 
for the means. 

Lady C. If you be na afraid of the laws, ha 
you na ſenſe of ſhame? © 
Rack. He ſenſe of ſhame! 

Miſs C. Gads wull! it ſhall come to the proof; 
you mun ken, gudefolks, at Edinburgh laiſt 
wenter, I got acquaint with maiſter Fett, the 

| play 
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play acor, I wull get him to vring the "MP loon 


on che ſtaſce. 1 


Sir Cb. And fo ole hi. to the conjempt 
of the world he ſo richly deſeves i it. 


4 


Fl. Ay, he may write, you may Tail, and the 


people may hiſs, what care 1? 1 have that at home 
that will keep up my fpirits ! 


Lady C. At hame! ,. _ 281 
Sir Ch. The wretch means His money. 


5 


8 
TP 1 +6 4 


Fl. Money ! And what better friend. can 43 | 


man have ? Tell me the. place where; i its, influence 
fail—Aſk. that gentleman . chere, how be got his 

kade; Money I know it's worth, and theres 
= £can't too carefully keepit: Even now, 1 Ba 


deſigns of how e giddy headed girl, 10 
the weak efforts of your impotent malice—Call me 
forth to your courts when you pleaſe, I have that 
ſhall procure me able defenders, —and good wit- 


neſſes too, if they are wanted. So you may all 


go to the devil together. [Exit Hint. 
Rack, You had better let him alone, it will an- 
ſwer no end; what « damnable dog is a miſer! 
Sir Ch. Much worſe than a robber ; that poor 
devil only pilters from Peter or Paul, and the mo- 
ney is ſcattered as ſoon as received; but the wretch 


K | EE. 


*The Winter before this play made its appearance, Mr. 


Foote had the management of, and played at the Theatre 
Royal, Edinburgh, 


1 
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Sir Cb. een 
Miſe L. The Major can quck,—the unhappy 
Miſs Prim. 
Sir $h. You ſee, Major, your old fins are ri 
fing in judgment. | 

Rack. 1 believe, Madam, I can b you 
that 
M., TL. I ſhan't give you the trouble; but let 
me, gentlemen, return you all my moſt grateful 
ful acknowledgments for your kind intentions to- 
wards me. I know your generous motive, and 
feel its value, I hope, as T ought; but might I be 
ermitted to chooſe, I ſhould beg to remain in the 
tion I am; my little talent have hitherto re- 
ceiv- d the pobhe protection, nor whilſt I continue 
to deſerve, am I the mne loſing my pa- 


n . 
ons! 3 
4 
- . „ . "©. \ 5 , , 


" 


F IN IS. 
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Rack. Upon my ſoul, Sir Chriſtopher, you real- 
ty make me, bluſh at your 

Sir Ch. Oh, you are deviliſh. modeſt I know z, 
but to come to the. trial. at once : I have fome 
reaſon to believe, Major, you are fond of this 
girl, and that her want of fortune mayn't plead 
your excuſe, take her, and with her five thou- 
ſand good guineas into the bargain, 7 
* Rack... Sir! | 

Sir Ch. And expect another good will, you. 
young dog, when Monſieur Le Fevre ſet me tree 
of the gout, 

Butt. Pleaſe your worſhip, I'll a her * 
half. (Here Button runs to Sir Chriſtopher, and 
the Major puts him out of the room.) 


Miſs L. How, Sir, ſhall 1 acknowledge this 
goodneſs. | 

Sir Ch. By ſaying nothing about it, Well, Sir 
we wait for your anſwer. 

Rack. I think the lady ought firſt to be con- 
ſulted, I ſhould be ſorry a freſh perſecution ſhould 
follow ſo faſt on the heels of 

Sir Ch. Come, come, no trifling, your redu- 
tion at once. 

Rack. I receive then, Sir, your offer with plea- 
ſure. 

Sir Ch. Miſs! 


Mis I. Hold, Sir! there is a little account "ts 
be firſt ſettled between this gentleman, and an 
old acquaintance of mine. 


K 2 Sir Ch; 


Ti: MAID OF BAT H. 


who accumulates for the ſake of ſecreting, anni- 
hilates what was intended for the uſe of the 
world, and i is a robber of the whole human race j 

"Rack, And himſelf too into the bargain. 

Butt. For all the world like a magpye, he ſteals 
for the mere pleaſure of hiding, 

"Rath. Well obſerv'd little Billy! | 

Butt, Why he wanted to bring me into his 
plot; yes, he did, he made propoſials for me to, 
marry Miſs after his delicacy was ſatisfied. 

* Sir Ch, How! t 

Butt. But. he was out in his man let him give 
his caſt cloaths to his coachman ;—Billy Button 
can afford a new ſuit of his own, 

Rack. I don't doubt it. | 

Butt, Fellow! I am almoſt reſolved never to ſet 
another ſtitch for him as long as I live. 

- Sir Ch. Right, Button, right! but where is Miſs 
Kitty? Come hither my chicken; faith I am hear- 
tily glad you are rid of this komidect 3 and if 
ſuch a cripled old fellow as me was worthy your 
notice ; but hold Kate there is another chap I muſt 
guard you againſt, 

Butt. Another, Sir! who ? | 

Sir Ch. Why this gentleman here. 

Rack. Me! 

Sir Ch. Ay, you! Come, come, Major, don't 


think you can impoſe ggg a cunning old ſportſ- 
man like me. 2 


Rack. 
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Spoken by Mrs. nr 


ONFIDING in the jaſtice of the place, 
To you, the Main or Bar R, ſubmits her 

Wrong'd and defeated of three ſeveral ſpouſes, 

She lays her damage at,—nine full houſes ! 


Well, Sirs, you've heard the parties pro and can? 


Do the pro's carry it ? Shall the ſuit go on? 
Speak hearts for us, to them we make appeal: 
Tell us not what you think, but what you feel. 
For as our Author takes ſatiric aim, 

He ſeldom ſtarts, but ſeizes on the game. 

So on a ramble late one ſtarry night, 

With Don A/modeo his familiar ſprite 

Soaring in air his ready pen he drew, 

And daſh'd the glowing fatire as he flew. 

And in theſe rank, luxuriant days, there needs 


Some ſtrong, bold hand, to pluck the noxious 


The rake of ſixty, crippPd hand and knee, 
Wha ſins on claret/ and repents on tea! 


— — — , Ä 


e e. 
The witk/s Maroroni who purloins | 

| Afew cank words, which ſome pert gambler coins! 
The undomeſtic Amazonlan dame, 

1 Staunch to her coteric in deſpight of ſhame 

| | | Theſe are the objects of our poet's plan; 


— 


But moſt, that monſter, an unfeeling man! 
When ſuch a toe provokes him to the fight, 
Tho' maim?d, out allies, the puiſſant knight! 

Like With'rington maintains the glorious ſtrife, / 
1 4 only yields- 1 G 6 with bis life! 
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